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“This guy got his head cut off by 
an elevator in the Bronx. Why is it 
that, when somethin like this hap- 
pens, everbody wants to set up an 
Anti-Cut-Off-Your-Head Elevator- 
Rights Committee?”—Page 4 
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Who Is This Broad Anyhow? 


kay, I’m gonna describe this woman. 
She’s got fluffy blonde hair, teased, permed, 
and coiffed about $300 worth. She’s got a straight 


Debbie Rochon takes a licking but keeps on kicking 
in Abducted II: The Reunion. 


tiny pearl earrings and a simple pear! necklace that 
hangs down onto a tanned neck and chest. Her dress 
is classic—either Ralph Lauren or Calvin or maybe 
Donna Karan—and it has a jacket that partsjust the 
right distance from her breasts. She always wears 
black pumps. Butif you notice anything, you'll notice 
her fingernails. They’re a little too long for her age. 
Her hands give her away. She’s forty. 

Okay. I’ve seen this woman over and over and 





over again. Every time there’s a picture of some 
savings-and-loan executive entering a courtroom, or 
some defrocked minister entering a courtroom, or 
some bond trader entering a courtroom, or some 
Congressman entering a courtroom—any time 
some powerful guy is going in to argue why he 
shouldn’t be going to jail, this woman is with 
him. It’s the same woman. Always the same 
woman. 

Do they rent out this woman? 

Do they trade her back and forth? 

Who is she? 

She doesn’t say anything, but when her 
eyes flash you can see that she says a /ot in 
private. She has an iron grip on her man’s 
hand at all times. She looks powerful—much 
more powerful than the guy we think is pow- 
erful. 

Is she a wife? She doesn’t really look like 
a wife. 

But then she doesn’t look exactly like a 
mistress either. A mistress would be more 
affectionate and playful. This woman looks 
like she’s ready to lead the French Foreign 
Legion into the Sahara. 

What is this woman doing, and why do 
these men need her? 

Am I missing out on something? Do I need 
to get me one of these women? 

Where do you find them? She doesn’t look 
too country-clubby, although she spends a lot 
of money on her clothing. She doesn’t look too 
country-western clubby, although she has the 
big hair required for admission. She’s not a 
singles-bar Lipstick Lizard, although she does enjoy 
caking on that makeup. 

In fact, if you look closely at her, and you imagine 
her being, say, twenty years older, you might think 
she was the guy’s mother instead of his wife. She has 
that no-nonsense Mother Thing going. That Iron 
Maiden “Bring Me My Purse” Thing. 

I wanna know if anybody else has noticed this. 

It’s spooky. 


Where does she come from? Where 
is she going? Who is she? 

And, judging by the look on her 
face, does she have a weapon? 

Speaking of scary makeup jobs, this 
week’s flick, Abducted II: The Reunion, 
is the story of what would happen if 
three old girlfriends from Swiss board- 
ing school decided to spend the week 
camping in Canadian wild-sheep coun- 
try. They just might be kidnapped by a 
cock-eyed mountain man wearing a goat 
head and carted off to his cave, where 
he'll decide later which one will become 
his “wife,” if you know what I mean and 
I think you do. 

Fortunately, two of the girls get 
away through masterful strip-tease 
dancing, kickboxing, spear-chucking, 
and loud screaming, and the third girl decides she 
kinda likes the weirdo. She, like, understands his 
pain. And the stage is set for veteran B-movie actors 
Dan Haggerty and Jan Michael Vincent to helicopter 
in for the big crossbow-wielding endangered-species- 
defending finale involving a subplot about the geek’s 
long-lost father. 

It’s one of those deals that starts out decent and 
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Cynical hunting guide Dan Haggerty and jerk endangered- 
species poacher Jan Michael Vincent go after the dreaded 
Canadian Stone Sheep (we’re not making this up). 





finishes big, but boy is it sloooo0000000000000w in the 
middle. 

This is the old city-women-in-the-woods story 
first popularized by the immortal J Spit on Your 
Grave. But it doesn’t have the real grit it needs to be 
the true female Deliverance they were trying for. 

Nice shot, though. 

Four dead bodies. One dead moose. One dead 
sheep. Six breasts. Stomach-gouging. One motor 
vehicle chase. Spear through the shoulder. Deadly 
knife-flinging. Crossbow to the chest. Cliff-plunging. 
Gratuitous aardvarking in flashback. Five Kung 
Fu scenes, two with sharp sticks. Rifle-butt Fu. 
Drive-In Academy Award nominations for Debbie 
Rochon, as the junk-food-eating redhead who de- 
scribes her old boyfriend by saying “I like animals,” 
for excellent screaming, and for the big emotional 
scene where she says “You make this sound like 
some kind of a game!”; Jody Andrews, as the tooth- 
less old lady who says “There’s been hunters gone in 
there, never been seen again”; Donna Jason, as the 
kung-fu survivalist macho woman, for some excel- 
lent somersaulting martial-arts moves, and for say- 
ing “You perverted worm!”; Raquel Bianca, as the 
European Walkman-loving brunette who thinks she 
might feel better if she can find out her kidnapper’s 
horoscope sign, and for saying “There’s nothing 
wrong with you, Vern, you just need a friend”; 
Lawrence King, as the pelt-wearing wildman who 
dances around screaming “You’ve got nice things! I 
like nice things!” and telling his three hostages 
“Choosing a wife is a big thing in a man’s life”; Jan 
Michael Vincent, as the millionaire poacher of en- 
dangered species who hunts from a helicopter, for 
saying “Take a couple of loin steaks for tonight—let 
the wolves have the rest”; and Dan Hagerty, as the 
eruff big-game guide, who says “I’m already dead, 
son—I died when you died.” 

Three stars. 

Joe Bob says check it out. 


Explore the World of B-Movie Stars and Drive-In Filmmakers with Debbie Rochon 


Backstage at 
Late Night with 
Conan O’Brien, I 
tracked down the 
elusive Stephen 
King. I netted the 
savage mini-series 
monarch with the 
pretense of want- 
ing an autograph. 
When he surren- 
dered, I tagged 
him with a ques- 
tion: “So what’s 
happening with 
your band The 
Rock Bottom Re- 
mainders?” “I’m no longer in- 
volved due to creative differ- 
ences,” clarified King. “I had noth- 
ing to do with that.” With a tear 
in my eye, I released the novelist 
back to his habitat, free to ensure 
terror’s future. 

Unchained Heat? Guerrilla 
film producer Juan Amalbert 


Debkia Rochon 


King Fishing 
just executed his 
“prison in New 
Jersey” film The 
Keeper. “It’s about 
a Haitian prisoner 
who couldn’t 
speak English 
quick enough to 
get off a rape 
charge. Once the 
prisoner is re- 
leased fromjail, he 
moves in with one 
of the guards. Ten- 
sion mounts when 
he becomes too 
close with the 
guard’s wife.” This is sounding sus- 
piciously like a new Fox sitcom. 
Having a cast of actors not 
show up for the first day of shoot- 
ing might unnerve most filmmak- 
ers, but for The Banquet’s pro- 
ducer Gary Miller it was a bless- 
ing in disguise. They simply 
drafted local passers-by “which 


just added to the campiness of 
the film,” explained Miller. Ac- 
cording to sources, a certain co- 
producer became intimate with 
the lead actress, which was fine 
with his wife. So did she. 
Gunnar Hansen, Daniel 
Kamin and Amy Lindsey will 
star in magazine magnate- 
turned-writer/director Hugh 
Gallagher’s film Exploding An- 
gel. “When Amy was first cast,” 
explains Gallagher, “she was told 
that the bomb she was transport- 
ing in the film would be worn on 
her arm. So when we started 
shooting, it kind of surprised her 


that the bomb would actually be 


carried in a chastity belt.” Did 
they also forget to mention the 
scene with the bomb squad? 
— DEBBIE ROCHON 
If you have news for Debbie, 
drop her a line c/o The Joe Bob 
Report, P.O. Box 2002, Dallas, 
TX 78221. 
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Important safety tip: Look both ways before elevating 


The Plight of the Headless 


his guy got his head cut off by an 
elevator in the Bronx. 
Did you hear about this? 

The guy’s gettin off the elevator, it 
starts to go up real fast while the door 
is still open. The guy loses his balance, 
leans toward the elevator, and it cuts 
his head off, and the head goes rollin 
around in the car with five other pas- 
sengers, and the body falls down the 
shaft. And for five minutes all these 
people had to stand there lookin at the 
head until they were rescued. 

But what was strange about the 
news accounts is that there were all 
these people saying, “What can we do 
to make sure this never happens 
again?” 

“What state agency is responsible?” 
Stuff like that. 





Politicians were demandin that the What do they want em to do—invent some crash- 
elevator company check all its elevators, to make _ test robots that will stick their heads in an open out- 
sure nobody's head gets cut off in the future. of-control ascending elevator car, to see if they can 

Listen to me. This is not ever gonna happen survive? 
again. But there are people who still think, “This never 


There are some 
things that are not ever 
gonna happen again. 

This is a one-time 
deal. 

About a hundred 
things had to go wrong, 
all at the same second, 
for this to happen. 

Why is it that, when 
somethin like this hap- 
pens, everbody wants to 
set up an Anti-Cut-Off- 
Your-Head Elevator- 


should have happened. They should 
haveknown about this.” And so they get 
all self-righteous, and by the time they 
finish, they've convinced themselves 
there’s a conspiracy by American busi- 
nessmen who are trying to cut off the 
heads of unsuspecting elevator patrons. 
They think some engineer wrote up a 
set of specs on the elevator, and said, 
“Hey! Looky here, Bob! If we set this 
gauge just so, it might shoot the sucker 
up three floors with the door open and 
rip off a guy’s head who’s leanin the 
wrong way! Come on, let’s try it! Here, 
Rights Committee? Do I'll figure out the setting so the head 
they really think they will end up in the car, but the body will 
were having meetingsat wee fall down the shaft.” 
the Otis Elevator Com- It was an accident. 
pany, where a bunch of There is such a thing as an acci- 
evil shifty-eyed fat guys dent. 
sat around saying, Even in America. 
“Yeah, sure these eleva- I’m surprised I have to explain this 
tors could slice offa guy’s stuff. 
head, and the head Speaking of rolling heads, this 
might go rollin around ; week’s flick isInner Sanctum II, which 
in the car—but that’sa (3 is a horror flick disguised as an erotic — 
risk we're willing to Michaelroughs up Sandahljustthe thriller, starring Tracy Brooks Swope 
take”? way she likes it. as the whiny wife in a wheelchair who 
4 





murdered her slimy husband in Inner 
Sanctum One. Now it’s two weeks later 
and she’s having nightmares where ex- 
husband Joseph Bottoms appears to her 
as a leering macaroni-faced zombie. 

Somebody’s trying to drive her crazy 
again, to collect on her inheritance. Is it 
her Brooks Brothers brother-in-law with 
the snotty attitude, Michael Nouri? How 
about her live-in nurse, Jennifer Ciesar, 
who spends most of her time aardvarking 
with the gardener/handyman in the up- 
stairs bedroom. David Warner is a shrink 
who makes house calls, and it looks like he 
might be mixing a little waheenie juice in 
Tracy’s daily medication. We shouldn't 
forget Nouri’s snotty wife, Sandahl 
Bergman, who likes to throw playing cards 
at her husband right before they have sex. 

And, yes, ladies and gentlemen, she’s 
back. She used to be Margaux Hemingway. 
Now, for some reason, she’s “Margot” Hemingway. 
But however you spell it, she’s the whiskey-voiced 
one witha lisp, reprising her role as the dead husband’s 
money-grubbing business partner. 

I’ve seen approximately 16,000 erotic thrillers, 
but it’s the zombie thing that makes this one differ- 
ent. Because she’s going crazy, but she’s not crazy 
about one thing. There is a zombie in the house. 

He takes a long time getting us there, but once he 
does, director Fred Olen Ray delivers with this one. 

Eight dead bodies. Five breasts. (All of them are 
stunt breasts, adding to the despicable state of the 
erotic thriller industry today.) Tomb dancing. Mul- 
tiple aardvarking. S&M nightmares. Thigh mas- 


Margaux changes her name to Margot but fails 
to fix that pesky overbite. 








J ennifer shows Trey low the hackrab | is connected £0 
the legrub is connected to the thighrub is connected to 
the ...if you know what we mean and we think you do. 


sage. Hypodermic to the neck. Sex with a goo- 
spitting skeletal zombie. Neck-cracking. Throat-slit- 
ting. Grapple hook to the neck. Strangulation. 
Catfight. Head rolls. Kung Fu. Zombie Fu. Vase Fu. 
Drive-In Academy Award nominations for Sandahl 
Bergman, as the bitchy wife of the wicked brother-in- 
law, for saying “I don’t feel like being pleasant!”; 
Tracy Brooks Swope, as the woman on the verge, for 
saying “They’re not like dreams—they’re more like 
horror movies’; and James Booth, as the goofball cop 
who says “If being broke was a crime, this guy would 
be doing life.” 

Three stars. 

Joe Bob says check it out. 


- Free J unk 


The Official Free Junk Policy: People all over the — 
world send Joe Bob free junk, and Joe Bob givesit away | 
at random, like Robin Hood. He doesn’t give it to the 
first person who asks for it. He gives it to the first person 
he notices who asks for it. This means whatever letter _ 
happens to be at the top of the stack whenever we open | 
the mail. No dealers. Try to be specific. If you act like a 
jerk in your letter, you will receive no ae junk for the 
rest of oo life. 

Posters 

The Abomination; Across the Border; American Me star- 
ring Edward James Olmos; And You Thought Your Parents 
Were Weird: Army of Darkness with Bruce Campbell and _ 
Embeth Davidtz; At Play in the Fields of the Lord with Darryl 

| Hannah, Tom Berenger and Aidan Quinn (3); Back In Action; 
Backdraft with Kurt Russell and William Baldwin (2); Bad _ 
Jim with James Brolin and Richard Roundtree (5); Frank — 
| Henenlotter’s Basketcase 3; Beethoven’s 2nd (3). 
_—s—Videos: : 
‘Tattle Tale with C. Thomas Howell and Ally mheedy, : 


Page; Teenage Brora starriag Heke Seaveu The Tell Tale : : 
Zone; The temp with 2 tm | Hutton and t Lara ie ae - 





oe Bob, the 

world’s fore- 
most expert on top- 
less clubs, has 
added a new one to 
his North American 
top-ten list— 
Butterfly’s Pure 
Platinum, on 39th 
Street in New York 





Pure Platinum in 
Orlando; and Sug- 
ars in Norman, 
Oklahoma. For 
those of you who 
want tojoin Joe Bob 
on his topless odys- 
sey, youll need a 


... Wherein We report from the PY F Exotic 


Dancer, the great 


City. The Big Apple unoergrouno, the counter-culture, guide to over 2,000 
has lagged behind €he out-of[-€he-mai nstream, ano the clubs put out by our 
the rest of the coun- Loonie Fri nge of publi shi ng, musi Cc. buddy Don Waitt 


try in gentlemen’s 
clubs. Most of em 


movies, Comic books, and other 


in Clearwater, 
Florida. Don has a 


have been sleaze places where misfits Owell. deal going for the 


pits and clip joints. 

But now topless entre- 
preneurMichael J. Pe- 
ter has built a club that 
he says will be the flag- 
ship of the huge chain 
he’s built in the United 
States, Japan, Hong 
Kong, Mexico and En- 
gland. (In most cities, 
Peter’s clubs are called 
either Thee Dollhouse, 
Pure Platinum or Solid 
Gold.) The New York 
club is going heads-up 
against two of the most 
successful topless clubs 
in the world—10’s, the 
glitzy upscale Manhat- 
tan hang-out ofDonald 
Trump and the Sultan 
of Morocco, among oth- 
ers; and Scores, the huge 
topless sports bar fre- 
quented by Demi 
Moore in preparation 
for her upcoming role in 
Striptease. Joe Bob 
checked out the girls at 
Butterfly’s Pure Plati- 
num atits April opening 
and pronounces it the 
new leader. (He’s espe- 
cially fond of a dancer 





new 1995-96 edi- 
tion. For $49, you get 
the 228-page full-color 
guide, plus an Exotic 
Dancer VIP Card that’s 
good for free admission 
and/or free drinks at 550 
clubs. At some clubs you 
even get better freebies. 
At Harvey’s in Ana- 
heim, California, the 
card gets you a free 
“chair dance.” At Vogue 
in Columbia, Missouri, 
it’s a free “couch dance.” 
And here’s a new one: 
Red Light in Richmond, 
Virginia, offers a free 
“pit dance.” (We have 
no idea.) The indispens- 
able guide gives infor- 
mation on every club, 
such as “types of danc- 
ing,” “clientele” (white- 
collar, blue-collar, etc.), 
cover charges, hours, 
drink specials, dress 
codes, and the number 
of dancers working each 
shift. Never pack a suit- 
case without one. Send 
$49 for the VIP Card 
and the guide, or $24 
for Exotic Dancer only, 


named C.C., who was C.C. shows off Joe Bob's T-shirt and her signa- payable to: E.D. Publi- 


coaxed into modeling the ture dancing shoes. 


Joe Bob T-shirts sometimes offered on page 15.) 
Other clubs on Joe Bob’s personal top-ten list include 
Cabaret Royale in Dallas; The Men’s Club of Hous- 
ton; Cheetah Lounge in Atlanta; Bare Elegance in 
Hawthorne, California; Mitchell Brothers O’Farrell 
Theatre in San Francisco; Peppermints in Niagara 
Falls, Ontario; Crescent Cabaret in New Orleans; 
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cations, 28870 U.S. 

Hwy. 19 N., Suite 103, Clearwater, FL 34621. 

e 

The strangest assortment of stuff can be found, 
not in Joe Bob’s world famous free junk pile, but in 
the Catalog of Carnage 1995, published by Foxx 
Entertainment Enterprises. This smorgasbord of 
horror-related merchandise is probably one of the 


largest collections ever assembled, with 170 Xerox 
pages to tempt collectors of the macabre. There’s the 
usual stuff, like movie posters, weird trading cards, 
resin kits, comics, masks, videos, T-shirts, and mugs. 
But have you ever sipped coffee from 
avertebrae mug? Serial killers seem 
to be a hot commodity—you can get 
the likes of Jeffery Dahmer on T- 
shirts, in comics, resin kits, stick- 
ers, posters, a Charles Manson 
CD, or join Ed Gein’s Fan Club. 
Our pick for possible best reading 
would have to go to the “scandal 
comics” series, which tells the “true” 
stories behind various tabloid two- 
somes—twice. Once from his side, 
once from hers. (Amy Fisher/Joey 
Buttafuoco, Bill Clinton/Genni- 
fer Flowers, Tonya Harding/Jeff 
Gillooly—with bonus Nancy 
Kerrigan pinup.) More oddities in- 
clude pagan pewter products, entrail 
replicas (the “swollen colon spec- 
tacular”), Hillary Clinton domina- 
trix stand-up, sexy CD-ROM soft- 
ware, movie scripts, authentic hu- 
man bones, a leather phone with 
spikes, anatomical night lights, hor- 
ror holograms, custom order furni- 
ture with skull detailing, andasleep- 
ing dead fetus candy dish. The 
priciest object we found was an eight- 
foot Pumpkinhead display prop go- 
ing for about $3,000. Good thing 
they take Visa. To get the catalog, 
send $5 to: Foxx Entertainment En- 
terprises, 327 W. Laguna Dr., 
Tempe, AZ 85282. 
€ 

Jim and Lori Zippo of Plano, 
Texas, have masterminded the ulti- 
mate playground for movie buffs, 
Zipporama, perhaps the world’s only 
“stealth” theater. Jim, best known 
as “Zippo in the Morning,” the host thing. 
of one of the hottest oldies morning shows on radio, 
and Lori, a former Dallas Cowboys cheerleader, have 
built the most complete state-of-the-art screening 
room in the Dallas area, and it’sin their home. From 
the outside, their home looks like all the other 
fashionable brick homes on the block. But on the 
inside, beyond the living room, kitchen and dining 
room, lurks a 62-seat cinematic wonderland. 
Zipporama is fully equipped to screen all film for- 
mats, including 16mm, 35mm or 70mm, with Dolby 
stereo and digital sound (DTS) capabilities. The 30- 
foot screen has black masking to adjust for the 
different formats and even boasts a fully electric red 
opera curtain with gold fringe. A vintage movie buff, 








Jim has amassed an impressive film library over the 
years with prints from the thirties (including silents), 
forties and fifties, with classics like Creature from 
the Black Lagoon, King Kong, The Killer Shrews and 


eT mail 


Every seat is the best seat in the house in Zipporama, the 
2,000-square-foot “home theater” with state-of-the-art every- 


The Fly. The Zippos love to entertain, and are con- 
stantly throwing creative theme parties, like their 
recent “Sci-Fi Sleaze to Please” wine and cheese 
gala, or theJurassic Park private screening (connec- 
tions with local movie distributors sometimes enable 
them to get their paws on current blockbusters) 
where Lori served festive “Ritasauruses” (frozen 
margaritas). They occasionally do commercial screen- 
ings, last year hosting Chuck Norris and the crew 
of his TV series, Walker, Texas Ranger, for a screen- 
ing of Norris’ 1994 feature, Hellbound. Zipporama is 
available to the public for private parties. Contact 
Jim for rental information at: Zipporama, 5024 
Melbourne Dr., Plano, TX 75093. 


Reviews by the Science Fiction & Fantasy Committee 


Joe Bob’s Board of Drive-In Experts 


[THE TWILIGHT ZONE, VOLUME 15 


Two “solid” “riveting” (but “not the best”) episodes from the 
classic Rod Serling television series, both set in the Philip- 
pines. In “he Purple Testament,” William Reynolds “hams it 
up real nice” as a platoon commander who can see a special light 
in the faces of soldiers who are about to die. He reports this to his 
friend and captain, “standout” Dick York—only to see the same 
special light in York’s face. “A Quality of Mercy” is a “moralizing” 
time-travel story starringDean Stockwell in an uneven perfor- 
mance as a “gung-ho” officer, new to battle in 1945 and “bent on 
slaughter,” who is transformed into a Japanese lieutenant on 
Corregidor in 1942 and “realizes the value of life.” “Ground- 
breaking, subtle as an atomic bomb, preaching, moralizing 
television.” “These well-made fantasy stories take a hard look at 
war and question the very reason for it.” “ | 
“Both episodes seem to be on the level of 
stories from House of Secrets. It forces one 
to rethink uncritical nostalgia for the se- 
ries. Subtle? Not!” “York has a nice com- 
passion and gentleness about him.” Two 
dead bodies. Thirty-five explosions. Cast: 
Leonard Nimoy (“one line”), Albert 
Salmi (“powerful” in a “typical sergeant 
role”), Paul Mazursky, Warren Oates 
(“tidbit” as driver). Writer: Serling (“bril- 
liant”). Directors:Richard L. Bare, Buzz 
Kulick (“excellent”). [MGM/CBS. 1960/ 
61/93.] Overall rating: 85. 


Tc 2000 


“Yet another post-environmental ho- 
locaust flick” in which “sick slobs” live above 
ground in the pollution while “rich and 
lucky” “slavemasters” live underground. 
The Breakers, an above-ground gang led 


by Jalal Merhi, conspire with the Controller iss es cadens 


world, the “great” “evil” Ramsay Smith, to control an atmo- 
sphere plant in order to release poison gases. The “wooden and 
stilted” Billy Blanks and the “fresh, cute, believable” “ani- 
mated” Bobbie Phillips, who “looks like a young Sharon Stone 
on a bad hair day” and “looks great in spike-heeled boots,” are 
guarding the underworld in their capacity as TC’s (Tracker- 
Communicators). Phillips is killed, but comes back as an android 
“robo-copette,” and she and Blanks form a kung-fu surface army 
of cyborgs and humans alike who attack the Breakers as they 
take over the plant. “In the future we all become kickboxers? Are 
they trying to tell us to save the world, or just end it before it 
comes to this?” “A bad conglomeration of Terminator, Universal 
Soldier and Van Damme’s Cyborg.” “Robocop meets The Road 
Warrior meets Enter the Dragon.” “It rips off Robocop, A Boy and 
His Dog, Blade Runner and Life of Brian.” “Really just a vehicle 
for martial arts.” “Since glasnost, all the futuristic science fiction 
movies have used an unspecified environmental disaster as their 
premise. This one is worse yet because there is no science in it.” 
“The choreography of the kickboxing is pretty nice, but there’s too 
much of it. You can only have so much Fu.” Thirty-three dead 
bodies. Body-stomping. Death by bungee. Molotov cocktail. Seven 
explosions. Multiple Kung Fu. Cast: M.J. Kang (“natural,” “im- 
pressive in a small role” as Sumai’s daughter), Bolo Yeung (“best 
work since Bloodsport,” “intelligent and mystical” as Sumai), 
Matthias Hues (“good bad guy but not a good actor” as Bigelow), 
Gregory Philpott (Dr. Cameron Johnson), Harry Mok (Blade), 
Kelly Gallant (Zircon). Writer/Director: T.J. Scott (“dialogue 
pure cheese”), from a story by J. Stephen Maunder, Richard 
M. Samuels (“plot pointlessly obtuse and shot full of holes”). 





[Shapiro Glickenhaus/MCA-Universal. 1993.] Overall rating: 83. 


HE WASP WOMAN 





“Undistinguished Roger Corman dollar-stretcher,” a fe- 
male Jekyll/Hyde “turkey” starring “terrific” Susan Cabot as a 
cosmetics company president who takes wasp injections to regain 
her youth, with “typical results.” She becomes dependent on 
“Santa-like” “crackpot scientist” Michael Mark, who has a “bad 
accent” but does a “good job” while “exuding Old World charm.” 
Cabot becomes a “murderous” “face-eating wasp-gut addict” and 
starts devouring the cast. Everyone loves a scene in which Mark 
demonstrates the power of wasp royal jelly by turning an old 
guinea pig into a young rat. “So bad I love it.” “Vintage Roger 


Corman is like Serie else. A delightful sense of ‘Ooh! I’m the 


scariest!’ Scared the bejeebers out of me.” 
“Nice variation on the theme of The Fly, 
only this time the element of Greek trag- 
edy is personal vanity rather than the 
quest for knowledge.” “The entire cast 
seems to be minor characters from epi- 
sodes of Perry Mason.” “This is probably 
the first horror movie to take place mostly 
in board rooms.” “Spectacularly bad 
makeup.” Five dead bodies. One dead kitty. 
Neecle Fu. Cast: Fred Eisley (“drab” as 
employee Bill Lane), Barboura Morris 
(“dull” as employee Mary Dennison), Wil- 
liam Roerick (employee Arthur Cooper), 
Frank Gerstle (Les Hellman), Bruno 
Ve Sota (night watchman), Roy Gordon 
(Paul Thompson). Writer: Leo Gordon 
(“silly dialogue”), from a story by Kinta 
Zertuche. [Allied Artists. To order, send 
$16 to Scorched Earth Productions, P.O. 
Box 101083, Denver, CO 80210. 1959.] 
Overall rating: 79. 


ANDROID 


Science-gone-awry creature flick starring “flawless” Rob- 
ert Symonds and “suitably menacing”Curt Lowens as Eastern 
Kuropean scientists who develop a remote-control robot to be 
used for the good of humanity. But Lowens tries to steal the 
mandroid, ends up with a “deformed face and metal mask,” and 
declares war on the good-guy scientific team—Symonds, an 
American scientist, “superflous” “wimp” Brian Cousins, and 
Symonds’ daughter Jane Caldwell (“the only bright spot”). 
“Duplicitous CIA creep” Patrick Ersgard tries to get the 
mandroid safely to the United States, but Lowens controls it with 
his mind. “This is an average-shoot-em-up against an indestruc- 
tible machine, with a little rip-off of Phantom of the Opera and 
Man in the Iron Mask.” “It has the same sort of hokey quality 
Rocketeer had, but set in the post-paranoid Europe of today.” 
“Rather slow-moving. Has the feel of a made-for-TV movie.” “It 
reminds me of Darkman, which I hated.” “Lowens is a great 
Phantom/Robocop/Darkman/Invisible Man impersonator.” 
“Ersgard has an amorphous American/Eastern accent that 
changes with annoying rapidity.” “They irradiate a mushroom 
and get a quartz crystal. Isn’t that breaking some law of physics?” 
“When are people going to stop ripping off Giger’s ‘alien’ skull 
design?” “I’ve noticed lately that Full Moon is making certain 
movies just to set up their sequels. This is another case.” Twelve 
dead bodies. One breast. Three explosions. Two motor-vehicle 
crashes. Gratuitous polka band. Cast: Michael Dellafemina 
(“most handsome,” “will be star of sequel” as lab assistant Ben- 
jamin Knight),Costel Constantin (Chief of Police), Jon Haiduc 





(“standout,” “steals the show” as the mute), Jake McKinnon outer space to catch a condemned prisoner, the “pitiful” yet 


(mandroid). Writers: Earl Kenton, Jackson Barr (“stiff dia- “convincingly weird”Ross Hagen, who has landed on Earth and 
logue”), from an idea byCharles Band. Director:JackErsgard _ been hit by “an RV full of morons.” The dreaded Alienator, who 
(“good”). [Full Moon/Paramount. 1993.] Overall rating: 78. looks like “an American Gladiator who has been rummaging 

around in the trash can at a Toys R Us” and “Madonna on 
[un E LAST WOMAN ON EARTH steroids on a bad hair day,” takes on a cabin full of teenagers, a 


retired Army officer (Leo V. Gordon), and a game warden 

“Post-global-disaster flick” starring the “convincing’Betsy (John Phillip Law as “the only earthling that isn’t totally 
Jones Moreland, who is diving off Puerto Rico with her hus- ridiculous”) in “one big long chase scene” through the woods. 
Controlling the android Amazon is the “awful” evilJan-Michael 
Vincent (“what a ham”). “Run-of-the-mill B movie. The Ter- 
minator crossed with Wanted: Dead or Alive.” “It seems 
to be four or five movies at the same time.” “For the 
talentless Teagan, I have just one word: 
Thighmaster!” “Where did P.J. Soles 
| get that outlandish outfit—a black 
™ long-sleeved sweater dress with 
‘F hugecutouts over her breasts, with 
a red bra underneath!?” “Vincent 
looks like he just got a face lift and 
can’t use his face.” “The sets are stu- 
pid-looking—cheesy cardboard walls 
with plexiglass windows.” Best line: “I 
don’t run anursery school for space geeks, 
pal. Go talk to NASA about that.” Twenty- 
one dead bodies. Twenty explosions. Punji 
stick in the foot. Arrow in the head. Flaming 
physician. Leeches in the face. Crossbow bolt to 
the head. Head rolls. Star Wars laser sword Fu. 
Cast: Jesse Dabson (“annoying, terrible acting” 
as Benny, acamper), Dawn Wildsmith (“horrible” 
as Caroline, a camper), Richard Wiley (“embar- 
rassing,” “wooden stick” as Rick, a camper), Fox 
Harris (“standout” as billbilly Burt), Hoke Howell 


| ae 3 (“good” as inbred “incompetent criminal hick” Harley), 
Rod Serling’s vintage series is still brilliant, though lessthan Jeffrey Hogue (“effective in his bit part” as a guard), 
subtle, in Volume 15 of The Twilight Zone video collection. Dyanna Ortelli (Orrie), Robert Clarke (Lund), Robert 
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band, the “outstanding” but “irritatingly smug” Anthony Quarry (Doc Burnside). Writer:Paul Garson (“stinks,” “anach- 
Carbone, a “rich and unscrupulous industrialist,” and his law- _ronistic dialogue”). Director: Fred Olen Ray (“below even his 
yer, the “outstanding” Edward Wain, at the moment when all standards”). [Heritage/Prism. 1989/90.] Overall rating: 75. 

the oxygen on Earth temporarily disappears. Since she’s the last 

woman alive, Wain expects his friend to share her—and Moreland 12 ANTASTIC PLANET 

is not entirely opposed to the idea. (“The screenwriter, Robert 

Towne, uses the alias Edward Wain to make his acting debut. “Pretentious” “thin” “unbelievably boring” “cheap anima- 
-Thisis his first screenplay. He later wonanOscarforChinatown. _ tion” from France and Czechoslovakia about people who are kept 
Go figure.”) “It’s kind of like a post-apocalyptic tragic version of as pets on another planet, where their telepathic keepers medi- 
Born Yesterday. Actually a better film than Iremembered (and tate a lot. When one boy educates himself into the ways of the 
is given credit for). It features the classic ‘Tll keep fighting creatures and escapes in the wild, the keepers try to exterminate 
because that’s what I am’ philosophy versus the ‘What’sthe point, all the humans. Eventually, a full-fledged rebellion breaks out. 
we're already dead’ point of view.” “Worse than most oftheother “Thisturkey used to live at all the foreign film houses, and all the 
end-of-the-world flicks.” “The dialogue is quite existential and college types feigned admiration, but I think the emperor is 
stilted, with much to say regarding man’s nature, determinism, scantily clad here.” “It is beautiful to look at, but this sci-fi/racial 
and the futility of existence.” “The last three peopleon Earthhave problem allegory is an absolute chore to sit through.” “It just 
nothing better to dothan get drunk and gofishing? Aretheyfrom looks like an art-house acid film from the sixties.” “Stylized 
Arkansas?” “The idea that those particular three people arethe animation of the Monty Python variety. I don’t think that it was 
only ones scuba-diving on the entire Atlantic seaboard from __ great in that show, and I don’t think that it is so great here.” “I’ve 
Virginia to Brazilis pretty thin. And whereareallthesubmarine always thought this is a comment on neo-fascism.” Minority 
crews?” “Roger Corman produced this thriller for $50 and opinion: “This is a 120-minute tour-de-force of animation. The 
actually made a pretty decent movie. They don’t callhimthe ‘King characters are well drawn. The otherworldly creatures are 
of the B’s’ for nothing.” “No explanation of what causesthedemise bizarre and creative.” One hundred thirty-five dead bodies. 
of the human race. No explanation as to why theelectricityisstill Fifty-two breasts. Catfight. Voices: Cynthia Adler, Barry 
working.” “Sometimes you can squeeze abucktoohard.” Moreland Bostwick, Mark Gruner, Nora Heflin, Marvin Miller, 
has the best line: “I’ve so little to say, and nobody will listen.” Monika Ramirez, Hal Smith, Olan Soule, Janet Waldo. 
Eleven dead bodies. Director: Corman (“somnambulant”). [To Writers:Roland Topor, Rene Laloux. English version writer: 
order, send $16 to Scorched Earth Productions, 2201S. Clayton, Steven Hayes. Director: Laloux.|Le Films Armorial/New World 
Denver, CO 80210. 1960.] Overall rating: 78. Pictures. To order, send $16 to Scorched Earth Productions, 


2201 S. Clayton, Denver, CO 80210. 1973.] Overall rating: 73. 
A LIENATOR 
srs NEEDS WOMEN ° 


29 66 


“Slow” “confusing” “turkey”’—“not one of the better Ter- 
minator clones”—starring Teagan as an “indestructible alien “Extremely bad” “extremely boring” “very campy” “drivel” 
female android” “with the world’s biggest thighs” whoissentfrom in which “stiff teenagers in cheap suits come to Earth to steal 
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homecoming queens,” because 
Mars is running out of women. 
“Cute and perky” Yvonne 
Craig, “rising above her Batgirl 
role,” plays aspace-genetics sci- 
entist who attracts the love of 
“threatening Martian meanie” 
Tommy Kirk, who “resembles 
Pee Wee Herman,” in what 
passes for a plot. “A classic bad 
film, on a par withPlan 9 From 
Outer Space.” “A ‘premake’ of 
Earth Girls Are Easy.” “Some 
of the worst writing and cin- 
ematography in existence.” “It 
is not a comedy, despite the 
title. The theme of survival ofa 
race is intriguing. With a dif- 
ferent title and director, it could 
have been a low-budget The 
Day the Earth Stood Still.” 
“They try to play a humorous 
idea totally straight and come 
out looking stupid.” “Science 
fiction without special effects 
needs a strong story and good 
acting to carry it through. This 
movie is 0 for 3.” “Those aren’t 
special effects. They’re stupid 
camera tricks.” “The lighting 
stinks, the dialogue is rotten, 
the delivery is worse—I love it!” “The X-15 and F-111 prototype 
stock footage are the only reason to watch this dog.” “The 
Martian uniforms are wetsuits, and they carry flashlights!” “The 
rubber wetsuits with headphones are the cutest Martian outfits 
I’ve seen.” Three dead bodies. Cast: “Bubbles” Cash (“liveliest 
character,” “does a couple of stripteases for a Martian,” “dumbest 
strip show ever’ as an “ecdysiast”), Byron Lord, Roger Ready, 
Barnett Shaw, Neil Fletcher, Chet Davis, Ron Scott, 
George Edgley. Writer/Director: Larry Buchanan (“stinks,” 
“boring”). [American International. To order, send $16 to Scorched 
Earth Productions, 2201 S. Clayton, Denver, CO 80210. 1968. | 
Overall rating: 71. ; 


pPREHYS TERIA! 


Austin 
low-budget cutesy-dino flick Prehysteria. 


9) 66* 99 66 


“Boring” “inoffensive” “Disneyesque dinosaur movie,” “more 
capitalizing on Jurassic Park,” as “sleazebag” archeologist 
Stephen Lee, “doing a good spoof on Indiana Jones,” finds 
dinosaur eggs frozen in South American ruins, kills his Indian 
guide, then sends them in a cooler to his museum. But the cooler 
gets switched, and a widowed father, the “pretty good” Brett 
Cullen, ends up with five pygmy dinosaur eggs in his basement. 
When the family dog hatches them, Cullen’s kids—“precociously 
obnoxious” Austin O’Brien and “truly believable” but “annoy- 
ing and whiny” Samantha Mills—raise the “cutesy” critters as 
pets, leading to “ho-hum predictable mayhem with Lee trying to 
steal the dinosaurs back.” “Pointless but amusing little movie. 
Basically they take one idea—cute little dinosaurs—and try to 
stretch that into an entire movie.” “A cross betweenShort Circuit 
and Jurassic Park, a juvenile time waster.” “This flick seems to 
be primarily for the Barney the Dinosaur fans.” “These dinos are 
remarkably well-mannered and intelligent. The worst they do is 
get food on the floor.” “Too much telegraphing. ‘Dad, do you ever 
miss Mom?’ Pee-yook.” “Outstandingly poor dinosaur models 


















which must have set them back all of 
50 cents. In one way or another, 
every single dinosaur is inaccurate.” 
“The dinosaur effects are good and 
believable, but it gets to be too much 
when the beasts dance to rock and 
roll.” Four dead bodies. [Note from 
Joe Bob: This is the first release in 
Full Moon Entertainment founder 
Charles Band’s new label, Moon- 
beam, which is dedicated to G and 
PG-rated fantasy/adventure movies. | 
Cast:Colleen Morris (“looks better 
than she acts” as Lee’s “beautiful” 
assistant Vicki), Tony Longo 
(“standout” as “penny ante hood” 
Louis), Stuart Fratkin (“funny” as 
“loutish henchman” Ritchie). Writ- 
ers: Greg Suddeth, Mark Gold- 
stein (“inane”), from an original idea 
by Peter Von Sholly. Directors: 
Charles Band, Albert Band (“stan- 
dard TV-movie direction”). [Moon- 
beam/Paramount. 1993.] Overall rat- 
ing: 71. 


OURNEY TO THE 
CENTER OF THE 


EARTH 


“Quite revolting” “idiotic” 
“stinkola” British sequel toAlien from L.A. in which four “clowns” 
fall through a cave in Hawaii and land in the underground city 
of Atlantis, where they find out a general is planning to take over 
the surface world. They “use rock and roll from a boom box to foil 
the plot.” “This is a pitiful contrivance of a remake of a classic. 
How a dog and nanny get into this is disgusting tripe. It’s a good 
thing Jules Verne is already dead.” “This is a very bizarre film 
based extremely loosely on the novel. It has a looney premise of 
this cruddy lost city of Atlantis and a generally wacky sense of 
humor. It starts out like a cheap version of The Goonies but takes 
a hard left turn.” “This is the most pointless movie I’ve seen in a 
long time. Why do we care about these stupid characters? Why 
do we care if they want to wander around underground?” “For a 
sequel, a lot of effort is spent to develop new characters. No 
reason.” “Where did the underground trees or wood for fire come 
from? The dream sequences have no relevance, and are totally 
unnecessary.” “The soundtrack is atrocious—extremely noisy.” 
Minority opinion: “I see this as a spoof on George Orwell’s 1984 
and such works as Ayn Rand’s We the Living.” Two dead bodies. 
Ten explosions. Cast: Nicola Cowper (“bloody awful,” “grows 
on you” as the dog nanny Crystina), Ilan Mitchell-Smith 
(“what a twit” as Bryan), Paul Carafotes (“lame,” “disappears 
halfway through the movie,” “far less dashing than he wants us 
to think he is” as Richard), Janie du Plessis (“standout” as 
Rjton Shank, “the Atlantean weirdo street person”),Jeff Weston 
(Tola), Jaclyn Bernstein (Sara), Lockner De Kock (Professor 
Galbo), Simon Poland (Rodermann Hairdresser), Jeremy 
Crutchley (Billy Fowl), Albert Maritz (Mega Kepple/labora- 
tory assistant), Kathy Ireland (Wanda Saknussemm). Writers: 
Debra Ricci, Regina Davis, Kitty Chalmers, Rusty 
Lemorande (“pathetic,” “awful,” “stupid idea,” “bad dialogue”). 


(“Any movie that has more than two writers and is not The Big 
Sleep is in trouble.”) Director: Lemorande (“uninteresting, un- 
imaginative”). [Cannon. 1988/89.] Overall rating: 68. 
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Man shortage? No problem... 


Hi, Honeys, 


DPD’ you hear women say this all the time? 
“All the good ones are taken.” 

You never hear men say this. Men think there’s 
an unlimited supply of 
women they could po- 
tentially marry, but 
women think there are 
never enough to go 
around. 

“All the good men 
my age are married. 
And the ones who aren't 
married are scared of 
marriage. That’s why 
they never got mar- 
ried.” 

Then we have all 
these men who cant 
make up their minds. 
They're dating Debbie, 
but they're thinking 
about Wanda. Theyre 
hanging out with 
Tiffany, trying to figure out whether they wanna go 
for it, but they think she might be too airheaded for 
a lasting relationship, so they’re still flirting with 
Melissa. 

I’ve got the solution for both problems: 

Legalize polygamy. 

Let these guys marry two of em at the same time. 
The girls get what they want, and he gets what he 
wants. 

Because, let’s face it, the marriage laws in this 
country were invented by Christians who thought 
polygamy was immoral (except for the Mormons, of 
course, who kinda liked it). And ever since the fifties, 
the divorce courts have basically said that we don’t 
give a flip about religion anymore. All family law is 
becoming secular. Gay men can get married. Lesbi- 
ans can get married. There’s no longer any religious 
reason that holds water in court. So there’s not really 
anything stopping us from saying multiple wives— 














’'m Home! 


or multiple husbands, for that matter—are just fine. 
The Eskimos have always done it, and they seem 
pretty dang content. They practice both kinds—men 





with several wives, women with several husbands. 
So do the Bodo people of Tibet, Burma and 
Bangladesh, where it’s a law that the man is re- 
quired to marry his wife’s father’s widow—and, 
when he marries her, she becomes more important 
than his original wife. 

The original Americans had multiple wives, es- 
pecially the chiefs and medicine men. 

The Koran says that a man can have four wives 
at a time, but it’s up to him to see that “justice is done 
among the wives.” 

Okay. Now. Here’s the great thing about this 
idea. 

Once we pass the polygamy law, we don’t have to 
worry about divorce anymore. When things aren't 
working out with that first wife or husband, you get 
a new one. But the original one keeps all his/her 
rights in the marriage. This would be like Africa, 
where the first wife gets her own house, and the 
younger wives have to do whatever she says. 

Most men can’t take care of evenone wife. Imean, 
they can take care of the money part, but they can’t 
deal with theemotional part. So, once the guy started 
building up his harem, he would startthinking twice 
about making his life any more complicated. And I 
actually think that what would happen is he would 
realize he’s better off just making up his mind and 
choosing one. 

Are you following this? 

This is a great idea. 


The ‘eye for an eye’ thing went out with the Middle Ages... or did it? 


Revenge of the Kin Killings 


bout a thousand years ago, we had a simple way 
to settle murder cases. 

The closest kinsman of the murdered guy— 
brother, father, husband, whatever—would go track 
him down and cut off his head. Sometimes he would 
knock him out, bring him back to the village where 


the crime happened, and publicly cut off his head. 
Sometimes he’d even drag him around behind a 
horse for a while, cut off his hands, torture him a 
little bit. : 

And this was basically the law on murder. Kill my 
brother—I kill you. 

And it worked. 

Sort of. 

The only time it didn’t work is whenyou said the 
crime was murder, but the family of the accused 
murderer claimed it was an accident. Now you can 
still go and find the guy and cut off his head, but his 
family is gonna be upset, because, in their opinion, 
he was killed for nothin. So they have to pay you a 
visit. And then, after they pay you a visit, you have 
to pay them another visit. And pretty soon you have 
heads flying off the ends of pickaxes like rain in 
Seattle. 

That’s why, in the late Middle Ages, we invented 
something called a prosecutor. The prosecutor’s job 
was to go get the accused murderer and keep the 
kinsmen of the murdered guy away from that rascal 
until we could get him tried. So they would throw 
him into a dungeon for his own good, and then they 
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would have a trial where the family of the murdered 
person was not allowed to speak. 

Only the government could speak. Only the gov- 
ernment had acool head about this. Only the govern- 
ment could do this without causing a full-scale war 
to break out. 


And that’s basically the 
system that’s lasted for a 
thousand years, and pretty 
much exists today. 

Or, at least, it did exist 
till about ten years ago. 
About ten years ago, the Leg- 
islatures started passing 
new laws that said, for the 
first time in modern memory, 
that the family of the victim 
could stand up and speak in 
court! And some states 
passed “wrongful death” 
laws saying that you could 
sue the murderer in civil 
court to make him pay retri- 
bution to the kinsmen. And 
so, for the first time since the 
Normans and Danes went 
around hacking each other 
to pieces, you had all these 
angry revenge-seeking 
people in the courtroom, demanding blood for blood. 

In other words, we forgot the whole reason for 
having state prosecutions in the first place. It was to 
keep these people out of it, to make sure it was fair 
by not having any emotional revenge speeches in the 
courtroom. 

Any day now we'll have the families of convicted 
murderers standing up and saying, “My boy was 
innocent. It was this hateful family that came into 
the courtroom and influenced the judge.” 

And I hope these people don’t own firearms, 
cause if they think about it long enough, they'll use 
em. 

Why do we do stuff like this? 


Dear Joe Bob: 

Twice this century 
I have been forced to 
endure Texas, once by 
Uncle Sam in the Fort 
Hood area, and once by 
family obligation there 
in east Fort Worth with 
you. All I can say about 
Texas food is that it 
made Army chow look 
good. AWOLs were rou- 
tinely captured by staking out the first McDonald’s 
across the border in any direction. 

You worry about genetically engineered food. I 
am confident that the Texian practice of cremation 
you call Bar-B-Que, which has successfully trans- 
muted base metal into dross, combined with those 
camouflaging sauces that you put on everything from 
ice cream to “grits” (whatever they are), will insure 
that no Texian will ever taste the difference, even if 
they graft your governor’s genes onto a burro. 

Sincerely, 

Walter E. Wallis 

Palo Alto, Calif. 
Dear Walt: 

Obviously you eat at the wrong places. 

Next time try cabrito, or el goat-on-a-stick, at 
Julie’s BBQ in Ozona. Be sure to dip it in the lard vat 
before you take a bite, though. 


Dear Joe Bob, 

In the midst of some sort of mid-life crisis (I’m 36) 
I decided to go back to college, which I left before I 
finished about 15 years ago. 

One of the courses required for a degree is, of 
course, U.S. History, which comes in two parts: the 
part before the Civil War and the part after the Civil 
War. I was taking the second part from a Professor 
Goldman and he says that when it comes to the “wild 
west,” a) there was no “wild west,” and b) the “cow- 
boys” learned everything they knew from their prede- 
cessors, “the Vaqueros,” i.e. riding, roping, quick- 
draw fan-firing of six-shooters, etc., and c) the “Texas 
Rangers” were nothing but hired assassins. Also, 
that cowboys generally lived a bleak, dreary and 
boring life that wasn’t any more exciting or interest- 
ing than the lives of the poor factory working class in 
the East who wasted their money on the pulp novels 
that created all the hype about cowboys in the first 
place. 

Since Texas has a baseball team called the Rang- 
ers and a football team called the Cowboys I’m not so 
sure Professor Goldman would be able to get away 
with saying this stuff if he were teaching United 
States History there. 

What is the official Joe Bob/Texas view of this 
period? Would you have rather worked as a cowboy 
or in an 1880’s sisal factory in Boston? Were the 





Texas Rangers a bunch 
of thugs or were they 
more like on the TV 
show where they acted 
like Hawaii Five-O 
agents on horseback? 
Please, Joe Bob, I 

need some answers. 

Sincerely, 

Jan A. Weith 

San Jose 
Dear Jan: 

Nobody in Texas ever denied that the cowboy was 
half-Spanish, half-Anglo. The combination of Mexi- 
cans and Anglos riding together is what made the 
King Ranch possible. In fact, the best trick ropers in 
Texas, to this day, are Mexican. 

But that stuff about the Texas Rangers is fightin 
words. Mr. Smarty Pants History Professor needs to 
go back and read the definitive history of the Rangers, 
by Walter Prescott Webb, and pay close attention to 
the chapters on Jack Hays. We could usea few Texas 
Rangers today. They might have been low-class, but 
they were heroes then and now. 

I mean it. 

I’m surprised I have to tell you this. 


Joe Bob, 

Hope all is well your way. You're wondering 
where Duarte is. Well, remember when Al Davis 
received $10,000 just to look at a hole in the city of 
Irwindale as a possible home for the Raiders? Duarte 
is the next town over. Duarte is on old Route 66. It 
used to be the place to take that other woman in your 
life or to purchase her when you got here. I am sorry 
to have to admit this to you, but they removed the Big 
Sky Drive-In to put in a new car dealership. 

I was raised here (in Duarte) and stayed put to 
raise my family. I’ve seen quite a few changes, and it’s 
still small enough that if you fart crooked the town 
knows about it. Remember Mickey Thompson get- 
ting piecemealed with his wife in the front yard? Yep, 
Duarte. Sam Shepard, playwright/actor, spent some 
of his younger years here. Cary Tagawathe, Japa- 
nese hood in American Me, was a neighbor. (He was 
a far cry from being a hood.) 

There is a brief rundown on Duarte. If you're 
looking at a map, start at the city of Pasadena (home 
ofthe Rose Parade). Now start looking east. You'll see 
towns in this order: (1) Pasadena, (2) Arcadia, (3) 
Monrovia, (4) Duarte, (5) Azuza, (6) Glendora. 

Joe Bob, California (southern) definitely is insu- 
lated from the U.S., with the exception of D.C. and 
downtown New York. It is out of control. California 
gave Congress that pious son of a bitch who couldn’t 
understand why the fuss over his bounced check. 
After all, the money was being used for a shrine in his 
backyard to the Virgin Mary. 

Joe Bob, from the letters in your paper, you've 
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got a very diverse following. You influence quite a 
few people, and I can only hope the number grows. 
You stimulate people to think, and God knows that’s 
needed in these times of ready, fire, aim. There is so 
much potential to achieve the positive out in the good 
ol’ U.S. of A. if people would take the time to think. 
Take care, 
Greg Ward 
Duarte, Calif. 
Dear Greg: 
Thanks for the cultural history of Duarte. 
You're a lot more optimistic about the country 
than Iam, but then again, I thought we should have 
blown up about five years ago. 


Dear Joe Bob Briggs: 

I just saw what may be the “feel-bad” movie of the 
year, and I wondered if you had an opportunity to 
view this unbelievable collection of crack, rape, porno 
and other vivid scenes starring Harvey Keitel as a 
corrupt New York cop in The Bad Lieutenant. What 
is the meaning of life for the life Harvey enjoys in this 
film? And why was this film on many of the critics’ 
Top Ten Lists? Although I grew up near Hollywood 
where many of these scenes were real, somehow to 
have them all in one movie was a bit much! 

What is your take on the film? 

Best wishes, 

W.B. 

Prunedale, Calif. 
Dear W.B.: 

Harvey is the world’s most disgusting actor, so, of 
course, I worship him. 

Abel Ferrara happens to be the world’s most 
disgusting director. 

Put them together, and you have The Bad Lieu- 
tenant, the first movie in history to make New York 
City look worse than it actually is. 

I loved it. 


Hey Joe Bob! 

Are you really reading this or have you got one 
of your former wives working for minimum wage 
opening and answering your mail? Well, all I can 
hope for is that she’s got breasts that live up to that 
Texas reputation I keep hearing about. Here’s two 
things I can’t stand, and that’s tampering with 
Mother Nature by injecting Silly Putty into one’s 
God-given naturalness, and the other is trimming 
the shrubs so they look like an Indian Mohawk 
haircut! If you’re a real American like me I know all 
your former wives are just like God and nature 
intended ‘em, and that’s natural. 

Any hoot, the main reason I’m writing (excuse 
my blowing off steam, but I know yow’re the only one 
who can appreciate the significance of what ’m 
saying) is to finally send you this clip about your 
arch-nemesis MADD (clipping attached: “Uproar 
closes Hub’s MADD chapter”). Hey, gotta say 


goodbye—one page is the limit to my writing ability. 
Sincerely, 
Bud Walker 
Cambridge, Mass. 

Dear Bud: 

That thing with the Boston chapter isn’t the first 
time that MADD people have gotten mad at one 
another, picked up their toys and gone home. It’s not 
a place where they trade a lot of one-liners. 





Contest #1 


Harriet Kips of Annandale, Virginia: “I’ve tried 
the Library of Congress, the National Archives and 
all the film books in the library, but Ihave yet tolearn 
the name of amove I sawa few years ago on TV. If you 
can solve this one, you'll be my hero. The plot of the 
film involves a busload of students and their teacher 
who are kidnapped, keptin an underground chamber 
and brutally treated by a gang. Eventually, the class 
manages to escape. When the police find the bus, they 
also find the bodies of the bad guys. The heart of the 
gang leader has been savagely cut out. The film then 
cuts to a classroom where the teacher and the stu- 
dents are smiling at a jar of formaldehyde on the 
shelf. Inside the jar is a beating heart. That’s it in a 
nutshell. [ll be your fan for life if you can find this 


a Contest #2 


Joe S. McNair of Kyle, Texas: “I was working at 
atheater (sorry, it was a sit-down, not a drive-in) back 
in the 1970’s, and we had this movie come to the 
theater titled When Women Had Tails. The local 
movie review guy called it ‘the worst movie ever 
made.’ Before the review the theater was empty. 
After the review we sold it out. Everybody wanted to 
see the ‘worst movie ever made.’ Anyway, who was 
the female lead in the flick? She was one of those 
Italian bombshells; they all looked alike. To be hon- 
est I can’t remember her face, but I don’t think that 
was the portion of her anatomy that we were sup- 
posed to remember anyway. I would like to have a 
copy of this one in my collection. Any ideas?” 


A video will be awarded to one correct answer each issue. (In 
the event of a tie, a drawing will be held.) Send “Find That Flick” 
questions and solutions to The Joe Bob Report, P.O. Box 2002, 
Dallas, TX 75221. 


We Have A Winner! 


In the March 6 issue, Dan Cziraky of Newark, 
New Jersey, wrote: “I need the title to a slasher flick 
from the early seventies. It was about this guy who 
has these black-out spells, and it looks like he’s 
hacking up bimbos whenever he blacks out. There’s 
this one scene where he’s on the beach at night with 
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this bimbo in a bikini, and he goes off in search of 
beer. Next thing you know, the bimbo gets it right 
between the mahi-mahis with an ax! The best partis, 
the camera goes in for an extreme close-up of the 
blood, and when it pulls back out it’s a bowl of tomato 
soup this homicide detective is eating. The same 
detective gets his hand lopped off with an ax later in 
the movie.” 

We received 11 correct answers, so our winner 
was chosen by drawing. And heis... 

Jesse Foster of Silver Spring, Maryland: “The 
movie that Dan is referring to is Night of Bloody 
Horror. I saw it when it first came out in the early 
1970’s at a drive-in theatre in York County, Pennsyl- 
vania. I was maybe ten years old, and my whole 
family went to a triple feature horror fest that night. 
We still talk about Night of Bloody Horror to this 
day.” 

Additional information came from our ten run- 
ners-up... 


Richard Brandt of E] Paso, Texas: “Night of 
Bloody Horror was a 1969 cheapie shot in 16mm 
‘Violent Vision’ in New Orleans, andit starred Gerald 


-McRaney as an ex-mental-patient suspect.” 


Bill W. Dalton of Santa Ana, California: “The 
movie also starred Gaye Yellen and Evelyn Hendricks. 
It’s available on videotape from Paragon and King of 
Video. Any well-stocked video store should have it. It 
was written, produced and directed by Joy N. Houck, 
Jr.” 

Brian Yelverton of Salem, Massachusetts: “A 
young man called Jonathan has suffered from black- 
outs since he was responsible for his brother’s acci- 
dental death. Now his girlfriends are being murdered 
and he becomes a prime suspect when he can’t re- 
member where he was when the murders took place. 
The ending is a reverse Psycho rip-off.” 

Tim Murphy of South El Monte, California: 
“The film also featured Lisa Dameron, Charlotte 
White, Bert Roberts, Michael Anthony, Nicholous 


Joe Bob’ s Gotcha Covered for Spring! 





At last! The unveiling of Joe Bob’s new and improved 
world famous t-shirt. It’s a white Lee brand short-sleeved 
tee (100 per cent cotton—none of that cheapie stuff) 
with a full-color logo and red script lettering which reads: 
“Joe Bob Briggsis a close personal friend of mine.” Use the 
order form below and remember to specify L, XL, or XXL. 
Only $14.95 plus $3 shipping. 


‘Cafe au lait My Butt’ Mug» 


Introducing the second mug in the series. This 15-ounce co 
ramic sipper is black with ‘Cafe au lait My Butt’ on the front! in bright — 
peach. (Other side says: “Cafe Olay used to be something guzzied _ 
by French weenies in shabby berets who hated American cheese- 
burgers. Now it's something you order with acheeseburgerto make _ 
your date think you're not a weenie.” —Joe Bob Briggs) $9.95—plus _ 
$3 shipping. Original ‘Cappuccino My B Butt’ ms now Gvanae | . 
black with bright green letienng. _ —  . 


~ Crtecx Our Jo Bos’s Ture B’s sis! 


| (Books ¢ Binders ¢ Back Issues) Ordering information for Joe Bob's ze 


Video Decadence 
Buy a year’s subscription and get ‘Tokyo Decadence’ for only $10! 


Send in now for a year’s subscription (new, renewal or 
gift) of The Joe Bob Report and get the kinky three-star skin 
flick masquerading as a trendy Japanese art film, Tokyo 
Decadence , for only $10. Offer expires August 31, 1995. 


Yes, here’s $45 for a year’s subscription, plus Tokyo 
Decadence video—$S80 in foreign countries. 
L_| Make that $35 for a full year—$70 in foreign countries. 


= Gimme a half-year of hiney-kicking for $19.95. (U.S. 
only) 


Name sa a a ae 
PEN CGS 5 eee 
City ee BE ee oe a 
Charge Card # 

Check one: MC 
Signature 


~ Visa. xp, Date 


(For video only, send $14.95 plus $2 postage and han- 
dling. Make checks payable to The Joe Bob Report.) 


Make checks payable to The Joe Bob Report, P.O. Box 2002, Dallas, TX 75221. (Fax 214-985-7448) 
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Krieger, and Gordon Ogden. Co- 
written by Robert A. Weaver. Mu- 
sic by The Bored. The following 
year, McRaney starred in Women 
and Bloody Terror for the same 
company, Howco. Houck again di- 
rected, and Houck and Weaver col- 
laborated on the screenplay, along 
with producer Albert J. Salzer. One 
of McRaney’sNight of Bloody Hor- 
ror co-stars, Michael Anthony, also 
appeared in Women and Bloody 
Terror. Women was shot in New 
Orleans as well.” 

Lloyd Dore III of Abbeville, 
Louisiana: “The producers offered 
to give $1,000 cash to the family of 
anyone who died of fright while 
watching the movie.” 

Also answering correctly were 
Jon Calderas of Cincinnati;Paul 
Kazee of New York;Terry Maher 
of Stow, Ohio; Bob Sheridan of 
Culver City, California; and Ken 
Vaughn of Bowling Green, Ken- 
tucky. 


We Don't Have A Winner! 


In the March 20 issue, Crazy 
Dan Marsh of Wayne, Michigan, 
wrote: “What is this movie? It’s a 
spy flick with a shipping crate on 
a dock. Anyway, the crate ma- 
chine-guns women in bikinis on or 
near the dock. A very bad-tem- 
pered box. I think it was a spy 
flick.” 

For the sixth time in history, 
we have no correct answers. The 
video will still be awarded to late 
entries. 


Get Yours— 
Dirt Cheap! 


| 

| 

| 

Place a personal ad or message, 

| sell videos, publicize events! Whatever! 
Fax your ad to 214-985-7448 and charge 

| to Visa/MC for $1 additional fee (don’t 

| forget your signature and expiration 
date) or mail your ad with check pay- 

| able to The Joe Bob Report, P.O. Box 

2002, Dallas, TX 75221. Your ad will 

| appear in approximately three weeks. 

| Display advertising is $75 per inch. 

| 

| 


$10 for 15 words 
60 cents each additional word 
Run the ad a second time at half 
price! 


Joe Bob Briggs 
P.O. Box 2002 
Dallas, TX 75221 





JOE BOBS 


classifieds 





Events 


First Annual Cacophony Drive-In Movie 
Short Film Video Festival. For special in- 
structions, send SASK to: P.O. Box 881911, 
San Francisco, CA 94188. 


Catalogs 


Real human skulls! Real human bones! T- 
shirts, masks, serial killers, soundtracks, 
posters, model kits, trading cards, coffins 
and more! Over 5,000 total items including 
over 2,000 of the best and bloodiest uncut 
videos at the best prices anywhere! The 
1995 world famous Catalog of Carnage, 
Vol.7. Over 170 full-sized pages. The big- 
gest horror catalog in the world. $5 to Foxx 
Entertainment, 327 W. Laguna, Tempe, 
AZ 85282. 


Miscellaneous 


Last chance for drive-in photos! Our 
book proposal is done. Last chance to send 
us your 35mm photo and negative of an 
unusual drive-in marquee or screen tower. 
You will receive photo credit and a custom 
t-shirt (“Dusk to Dawn—The Drive-In 
Era”). It’s your chance to be a celebrity! 
Send your name, address and location of 
photo to: Sanders/Dusk to Dawn, 3109 
Drexel, Dallas, TX 75205. 


SECOND 
CLASS 


POSTAGE 
PAID 











